to do with my life ? Is It all Irninaiena] ? Dees
it make no difference whether I try to achieve

something for the world or give up the struggle
and conform, and settle down and becon:e like
all the other women ? . . . You say, what do I
want ? Should I come to you if I knew ? . . .
You say, it Is sweet to be loved and sought In
marriage. . . . You say, I could bring my babies
here to play and listen to your music. But Is
the love of men and women to be compared
with the service of God ? You say that a lover's
kiss Is the centre-lock of the universe, the very
heart of God Himself. . . . Fountain, you have
been dallying with the Night. You have been
listening to her tales of lovers5 joys and you are
bewitched. . . .

TREMAYNE (from the garden] : Miss Florence !
FLORENCE : . . . Who's that ?

TREMAYNE (appearing) : Alone ? I thought I
heard voices.

FLORENCE : You heard mine. I was talking to
the fountain. He's an old friend. I tell him all
my secrets,

TREMAYNE : Would he let me tell him mine ?
FLORENCE ; Ask.

TREMAYNE : Fountain. Are you listening ?
FLORENCE : He Is listening*

TREMAYNE : Fountain3 may I come to you for
counsel In my difficulty ?

FLORENCE :   He  says :  Speak on,

TREMAYNE : Fountain, there is a woman. . . .
And she is so noble and her thoughts are so
lofty and her nature is so beautiful that I am
almost afraid to approach her. * . ,
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